L1WMAN 



- 



a 



/> 



of stage 
bandits 
and runs 
into a 
deadly 
ambush! 




THE TRAIL BACK 




Dan Troop takes a young stage driver back Two outlaws strike from ambush, intent on 
over the trail into Laramie to uncover the stopping the lawman from accomplishing his 
events which had led up to a bold robbery. mission and finding the truth he seeks. 



DEPUTY'S DISGUISE 




Using Johnny for bait, Marshall Troop sets a The plan almost backfires, and Dan has to 

trap to catch a plotter whose aim is to even resort to unplanned tactics to save Johnny 
a score with a citizen in Laramie. from the sniper's bullet. 
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The stage approaches 
the dangerous curve.,. 





Later... | accordin'to 


\ THE WIRE SAV 1 
ANYTHING ^fl 

w EL$E ZJ^ 


MB .TROOP, THAT STAGE HAP 
TEN THQUSANP POLLARS 
IN CASH ON IT! ANP IT'S E 
GOH8.' \ 


1 K*^ 
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THEY'RE SENPING 

A MWJ FROM THE 

QVERLANP OFFICE 

...HE'LL BE HERE 

IN THE MORNING! 

THEV SAIP 

WHATEVER WE 

PO A/Or W LET 

7HATPRIVG8 

OUTOFOUR 

smifj 



WHAT 15 IT, 
MR. TROOP r 

WHAT'S 
1 WRONS? 

|3 


I JUST RECALLED WHERE 

I SAW HIM BEFORE. ..IN _ 

AN OLP NEWSPAPER ) 

" t PICTURE! r— ' 


Mm 







IT ONLY SAYS YOU MtfWrAN 
OUTLAW, MISTER . . . WHAT YOU 
ABE /VOW DEPENPS ON A 
LOT OF THINGS! 



THERE'S NO WAY OF 
KNOWINS FOB SURE, 
JOHN W... MIGHT BE 
A FEW WEEKS. .-MIGHT 
BE YEARS! 50METIMES 
A SHOCK BRINGS 'EM 
BACK... SOMETIMES 
NOT... 




WISH I COULP BE MORE 
POSITIVE BUT I'M AFRAIP 
AMNESIA IS A PRETTY 
INDEFINITE THINS,' 



THE MAN FROM THE 
OVERLANP OFFICE 

IS DUE IN 
TOMORROW! MAYBE 

HE CAW HELP US! 



IF ONLY I COULP REMEMBER... 

I... I JUST CAN'T THINK... OUST 

CAN'T RECALL ATHlNfi.. 

i. 




The next morning, the overlanp 
agent, sam conner? arrives... 




3ut face to face with the stage priver 
thea6ent repeats his accusations. .. 




I'D STAKE MY 1 
REPUTATION AS 
A DOCTOR ON THE [_ 
FACT THAT THIS , 
AMNESIA IMMfc/ 



POESN'T MATTER! 

I'M DEMANPlN' YOU 

ARREST THIS MAN 

FOR ROBBERY 1 

WE'LL LET A 

COURT PEClPE... 




I DON'T BELIEVE YOU'LL USE THAT SUN, 
ED. ..NOT IF VOU WANT TO PROVE YOUR 
INNOCENCE 1 I'M TZUSTWS VOU ! 
I ASK ONLY THAT YOU TRUST 

Met 




I... I WAS \ EASY, BOV...IWANT 
5CARED...I... 1^. TOA(SL/»YOU! 




MR.CONNERS; I'LL BUT VOU HEARP 

KEEP ED IN MV , JtHE POC , MR.TROOP. 

CUSTOPy UNTIL HE SAIP IT MIGHT 

WE SET TO THE i ^^^ B ^ BE YEARS. 
BOTTOM "- ■ 



POC, ISN'T IT TRUE THAT SOMETIMES AN 
AMNESIA VICTIM WILL REGAIN HIS MEMORY 
IF WZt££TfiAC£S HIS STEPS... IF HE 
RNPS HIMSELF IN THE SAME SITUATION 
WHICH LEP UPTOTHE ACCIPENT? 




IN THE MARSHAL'S OFFICE , CAN TROOP -fi 
OUTLINES HIS PLAN. 

EVERYBODY IN LARAMIE'S TALKING ABOUT YOUR 
LOSS OF MEMORY, ED! LET'S HOPE WE CAN r 
SPREAD IT FAR ENOUSH SO MORE PEOPLE BUT i 

WILL HEAR ABOUT ITl . , -_ ,_...r — ' WHY,' 
MARSHAL? 



JOHNNY, YOU AND MR.CONNERS 
5EETHAT EP'S STORY SETS IN 
ALL THE TERRITORY PAPERS ! 
PUBLISH THE FACT THAT HE 
WASN'T KILLED... THAT HE'LL 
BE ABLE TO NAME HIS 
ATTACKERS WHEN 
HIS MEMORY 
RETURNS I 




ANY OP THIS ROAP 
SEEM FAMILIAR? 



NO... IT... IT'S ALL LIKE 
BRAND-WELW TRAIL. ..I.. .JUST* 
CAN'T REMEMBER... 




JUST BE CALM, EC.. .PONT TRY 
TO THINK TOO HARP. ..WITH 
LUCK, MAYBE SOME OF IT 
WILL COME BACK . 



I'M STILL NOT SURE THIS AMP MOST LIKELY 
IS A600P IDEA, KELL... THE MARSHAL PIGURES 
THAT MARSHAL RODE J TO BE AROUNP WHEN 
OUT W/TH CAR60N ! Pt— 1 CARSON STARTS 
REMEMBERIN6! 




On the stage trail, 

a slow chan6e 

comes over - 

ep carson... 



THIS ROAP... THOSE ROCKS AHEAD 

...I... I SEEM TO REMEMBER 

5EEIN0 THEM BEFORE. 



EA5V NOW... PONT 
TB.V TOD UABD., 




THE STA6E APPROACHES' 
THE SPOT WHERE THE 
OUTLAWS WAIT IN AMBUSH 




NE5] I #£M£MB£X£P.' I 

REMEMBER. EVERYTHING NOW.. 

THE HOLDUP. ..THE SHOT... 

THE DIXON BROTHERS... 




The fisht is brief. . . 



A.W MOMENTS LATER... 



THEY WON'T ROB 
ANV0NEA6A1N, 
EP... ROBBERY AND 
ATTEMPTED,HURDER 
OUGHT TO SET THEM 




I was thirteen^ when I found Little Dogie— * 
just the age for a boy to have a dog. Little 
Dogie was a coyote, though, so I knew better 
than to take him up to the ranch house. 
I called him that because he had no mother 
and my dad and the cowhands called the 
motherless calves little dogies. 

I found the orphaned coyote down the 
creek a ways from our ranch house, and I 
took him milk and meat scraps every day. 
It took a while to really make friends with 
him. My folks never knew that I had a pet 
hidden out down on the creek. 

By the time I'd had him a year, he was just 
like a dog. I'd take food to him and whistle 
him in, and he'd bounce around me, reaching 
for the food. And sometimes I'd get down 
on my knees and. scuffle with him the way 
you do with a dog. 

Then came that evening when I went down 
with his grub and whistled and he didn't 
come. I waded across the creek a couple of 
times, checking all the places where I usu- 
ally found him, but no sign of him. Then, 
suddenly, I froze! For I heard a pack of 
hunting dogs in the distance! And I remem- 
bered then that my dad had said that a 
couple of hunters with dogs were in the 
valley to rid the section of coyotes. 

I listened in agony as the pack swung 
away to the south. I just knew they were 
after Little Dogie. I tried to reason with 
myself that there were lots of other coyotes 
on the range, but I still was sure they 
were after my pet. And it turned out that 
they were. 

Twilight was settling when Little Dogie 
came up the creek and stopped near where 
I stood. His coat was brush-lorn and matted 
with burs, his tongue -was lolling out, and ' 
his legs were shaking with fatigue. I called 
to him, but he paid no attention to me; he 
was listening to the approaching dog park. 

There was a big oak tree there on the edge 



of a low cutbank. He sniffed the tree, then 
went over the bank. I hurried down there 
and found that he had a den in under the 
tree roots. I heard the dogs coming closer, 
and panic filled me, pounding in my ears 
like thunder, fori knew lhat the dogs would 
trail my coyote right lo his den, and the 
hunters would twist him out and kill him. 
I hesitated for just a moment, then went 
into action. 

I didn't know where, but somewhere I'd 
heard that a dog could not scent his quarry 
if he got smoke in his nose. I scurried 
around in the twilight and frantically 
gathered leaves and brush until I had a 
pile of it, then I set it afire on the wind- 
ward side of the oak so the smoke would curl 
around the base of it. I hoped it wouldn't 
smoke the coyote out, Then I took off my 
boots and socks and held them over the fire. 

When the dog pack- arrived, they got into 
the smoke and began moaning and sneez- 
ing and slobbering as they tried to find 
the coyote's scent. Then two men with guns 
rode up and asked what I was doing there. 
I told them I'd waded the creek and was 
drying my boots and socks, which was the 
truth. The dogs were quiet by then, having 
given up their quarry. 

One hunter said, "The coyote's lost for 
good. The smoke has killed his scent." 

The other one said, "The dogs have had 
enough for today, anyway. The hunting is 
mighty poor around here. No use bothering 
to hunt this section another day." And they 
whistled up the dogs and rode into the 
twilight. I was so happy I warrted to cry, 
and I almost did. 

I lefl the meat scraps I'd brought near 
the oak tree and went home. The next 
evening, when I went down to feed Little 
Dogie, he showed no signs of the hunt. He 
was full of life and as ready as ever lo 
romp and play with me. 




NOW FOR A FEW PEACEFUL J MORE LIKE 5MDKE 

PUFFS ON ONE OF MY PIPES \ SI&NALS THAN 

AND I'LL CALL IT A DAY i ) PEACEFUL PUFFS 1 



WELL, JUST LOOK AT 
VOU! ABODV'P 
THINK THE WHOLE 
HOUSE WAS ON FIRE! 




IT'S NOT THE VALUE THAT/ OH. HOMER. I I 
COUNTS : AN' YOU KNOW [ WAS JUST 
GOOP AN 'WELL I'VE MAKING A 

NEVER. TOUCHEP AGUN COMPARISON! 
IN MV LIFE... AW I rt L_- 
/VeVeX 'NTENP TO! ] }f^ 




BUT CAN YOU TELL ME J THEY'RE GOOP 
ONE EARTHLY THINS FOR SMOK1N' 
ALL THOSE PIPES ARE AN' LOOKIN' i 
GOOP FOR? U-, 4 




A GOOP PIPE IS LIKE A GOOP FRIENP ! 
DOES YOUR 9IPP1N6 AMP ASKS NO 
QUESTIONS! GIVE IT A LITTLE 
ATTENTION AN 1 IT GIVES BACK. 
A 6REAT PEAL OF PLEASURE ! 




I PECLARE IF YOU HAP 

TO CH05E BETWEEN ME 

AND THOSE PIPES, 1'P 

LIKELY BE SECONP' 

BEST! 



NOW,AMNERVA.. 

YOU KNOW THAT'S 
NOT 50 1 NOTHIN' 
IN THE WORLP I 

WOULDN'T PO FOR 
YOU! 



IF THAT'S 50, YOU START 
PROVING IT BY 5RING1NG 
ME IN 50ME FRESH 
WATER FROM THE 
WELL! 






Hearing the crash in the kitchen, 
homer moves to investigate... 




A. MOMENT LATER, HOMER ACTS... j^ 




IT SAY5..."ABNER FARLEY, OBVIOUSLY, 
YOUR TIME HAS COME 1 _j WHOEVER. 
YOU ARE 601NSTODIEJ" J| WROTE IT, 
HASN'T 
, HEARP 




HE HAS BEEN ] WHAT DO YOU MAKE OF IT, ' 
DEAP FOR OYER PAN? YOU SUPPOSE IT'S 
SIX MONTHS J SOME KIND OFAJOKE? 
NOW ! s 




I DON'T THINK SO! WHILE 
ABNER WAS ALIVE, HE 
MADE A LOT OF ENEMIES 
AS PUBLIC PROSECUTOR! 


SURE HE DIP, 
1 BUT THEY WERE 

CRIMINALS... 

AND THEY SOT 
; WHAT WAS 

cominstothem; 


&t X l 
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SOME OF THEM MIGHT FIGURE \THW'S TRUE! 
DIFFERENTLY! THE WRITER, OP ] HE MUST 
THIS NOTE HAS AWARPEP 
MIND.. . OR. HE'P HAVE MORE 
5ENSE THAN TO SEND A 
WARNINQ LIKE THIS '. 



I THINK I KNOW WHO WHATEVER 
COULD BE BEHIND THIS, 

BIU DON'T SAY 

ANYTHING TD ANYONE 
FOR A WHILE 





THIS MAN, DAVE LAWSON , ESCAPED FROM 
PRISON A WEEK AGO ! AND IT WAS ABNER 
FARLEY WHO PROSECUTED HIS CASE ' 



AND IT FIGURES THAT A 
MAN IN PRISON MIGHT 
NOT HAVE HEARD ABOUT 
ASNER'S PEATHi 



EXACTLV! NOW 

ALL WE HAVE TO 

DO IS TRAP LAWSON 

WHEN HE MAKES 




FROM THE BACK... WITH 
YOUR HAIR WHITENED. . 
IT MIGHT BE HARD TO TELL 
AT A DISTANCE . 




that's right; it will be a 
simple job; ALLVOU HAVE TO DO 
IS SIT AROUND THE FARLEY HOUSE 
AND RELAX UNTIL LAWSON MAKES 
HIS MOVE i 




&&IAX.' HAVEN'T YOU FORGOTTEN I WHAT'S THAT, 
ONE LITTLE THINS. MR. TROOP? JOHNNY? 



PAVE LAWSON WON'T *"A»IV 
I'M NOT ABNER... WHICH MEANS 
HE'LL BETRYINSTO WLL/W.' 




The hours pass ! 
midnight comes and 
60es i laramie 15 

QUIET. . . 
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But at that moment 



LOOKS LIKE OLP FARLEY 
ALERTEP THE LAW i GUESS 
I'LL HAVE TO CHANGE MY 
PLANS A LITTLE! THAT TIN 
STAR CAN SEE BOTH THE 
FRONT ANP BACK POORS 
FROM UPTHERl 



The escapep convict moves cautiously 
to the back poor. of the warehouse , 
where dan keeps watch . . . 




LCtt PW f 1N1HE PARKENEP WAREHOUSE:. 




0TAYING IN THE WAREHOUSE, THE CONVICT 
WATCHES THE FARLEY HOUSE. . . 




Insipe THE HOUSE, JOHNNY WAITS. . 



I SURE WISH HE'P MAKE HIS MOVE 
THIS WAITING IS THE WORST PART! 



LAWSON COCKS HIS GUN AMP TAKES AIM, 
BUT JOHNNY, HEEDING PAN'S APVICE, MOVES 
JUST OUT OF THE LINE OF FIRE . . . 
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In spite of the hardships forced on sheep growers, they held fast in the West, becoming an 
important part of its history and development. They were fought by cattlemen, who feared 
the sheep would destroy the grazing land, and by small farmers, who had to fence their land 
to protect their crops from the woolly animals. 




"Rampaging grass fires often took a toll of the 
sheep; but. when such disaster threatened, the 
shepherd herded his flock to safety with the aid ■ 
of good sheep doga. 



Most all owners kept goats with their sheep, 
as goats make good leaders and sheep will 
follow them without hesitation . . . why no one 
is quite able to explain. 
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In the spring, wool-shearing festivals were 
held, offering gay times for those who attended.- 
Prize money was given to the fastest shearer, 
and special honor went to the grower whose 
sheep produced the most wool. 




its for the sheep- 
man's produce. The Eastern textile mills 
neededthe wool and the food processing 
plants in Chicago waited anxiously for the 
first shipment of fat spring lambs. 
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Desert travelers often see lakes on I he hot dry sands, only to watch the water vanish as they 
approach them. Such an illusion is called a mirage, and for a long time it was thought that 
such a sight, was just an imaginary vision. In 1798, a French scientist proved that mirages are 
not figures ol the mind but they are really reflections of things existing a distance from the 
place where they are seen. 




LAYERS OF DENSE 

AIR REFLECTING 

AN OBJECT 



This desert phenomenon happens when the air 
close above the sand becomes very hot, and 
above the hot layer a cooler layer of air forms. 
These layers of air become a "mirror" or lens 
which reflects the distant object. 
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Mirages are sometimes complicated due to the 
irregularity of the hot and cold air masses. 
Pictures may be upside flown and out of shape, 
never! heless, one can easily identify the objects 
he is seeing. 




r^, ir ; D ; - i ''! „ in "'"^^'^."'mi'lete with people on the streets. Such a lamous mirage 
"Wears m Italy. It ,s called 1-ata Morgana, and many stories have been written about this 
phantom city. Mirages like this have been seen in our American deserts, and they have been 
the heartbreak of lost settlers who have not been able to reach the town's elusive safety 



